IMMENSO. If you insist on our keeping up that dreary affecta-
tion I am bound to obey you. [He throws down the hockey sticky
the rug, and finally the gong}. Farewell, ye real things. How good
it is to hear your solid thump on the floor! The human boy sleeps
with you there. The literary gasbag floats gently to your feet,
madam. [He sits down on the chair furthest away from her}.
MRS ETTEEN. But you have not floated to my feet. You have
floated to the opposite end of the room.
IMMENSO. I need space if I am to treat you as a public meeting.
I understand that you prefer that to Fitzjames.
MRS ETTEEN. There is a mystic region between the public
meeting and the playground in which you have not been seen
yet. It is the region in which men and women meet when they
are alone together.
IMMENSO [troubled and grave} I had better say at once frankly,
Mrs Etteen, that in that region I must put up a notice inscribed
Nothing Doing. I am married; and I take marriage honorably
and seriously. I am not putting this forward as a criticism of your
attitude towards it, I only suggest that our attitudes are incom-
patible. Therefore will you allow me to continue to regard you
as a public meeting?
MRS ETTEEN. By all means, if you can.
A pause. Mrs Etteen bears the silence calmly. Immenso is em-
barrassed by it.
IMMENSO [at last} The difficulty is that there is nothing before
the meeting.
MRS ETTEEN. Just so. Come, Mr Champernoon! cant you get
over this ridiculous shyness, and behave as Nature intended men
and women to behave when they are alone together? Come and
quarrel with me, or make love to me, or do something human.
Search your soul for something to say to me that will not leave
me cold and desolate.
IMMENSO. After searching my soul most carefully, absolutely
the only remark that occurs to me is that we have been having
wonderfully fine weather for the last fortnight. That is the
:ommonplace but tragic truth.
251